THE MAGNATES

variety of little knick-knacks, a little wooden clog, a metal button like
those worn by gamekeepers,, a notebook.

Several of the old men were eating the food that had been brought
them, pushing it greedily into their mouths as they watched Isabelle
and Madame Polant pass with those same staring, lightless eyes that
they had noted on all sides since they had entered the asylum.

A bald man was playing with a rosary. The Chief Attendant
snatched it from his hands, saying: "Forbidden, and you know it."

And as Madame Polant looked indignant, he explained: "One never
knows what they may not do. He might strangle somebody with it, or
hang himself."

Isabelle noticed an old man of the most dignified appearance, who
was passing a little comb through his fine, full beard that looked like
an Indian prince's. He courteously gave Isabelle an inclination of the
head and then went on combing his beard. There was a nobility aboftt
his forehead and his gestures.

Lucien Maublanc was right at the end of the ward, in the last bed
of the left-hand bay, or rather Lulu Maublanc's body was there. He
was lying flat on his back, his eyelids closed over his protruding eyes,
his face appallingly sunken.

His breathing, which was slow and feebk, emerged through lips that
revealed his tongue each time they parted.

The two women were shocked when they saw him and looked at
each other.

"What's this? How can it have happened?" Isabelle murmured.

"So you know him?" asked the Chief Attendant.

"Yes, of course. He is the half-brother of one of my uncles-by-
marriage, and a connection of my husband's; indeed, I can give you
any information about him you may want."

Then to Madame Polant she said: "Monsieur Schoudler must be
told at once, or his Leroy cousins. I don't know what to do, but he
must be got out of here and put in a private asylum."

The Chief Attendant looked annoyed.

"He won't be any better off elsewhere," he said; "you can of course
insist, but look for yourself, it would be a waste of money "

"You think he'll..."

The Chief Attendant shook his head and pouted his lips.

"I see a lot of them, you know. I've got experience. So if I tell you
for a fact..."

Madame Polant whispered into Isabelle's ear: "I agree with the
attendant He won't last long."

"But how did he get here?" Isabelle asked.

The Chief Attendant briefly recounted what he knew: Lulu, clinging
to the gate of the Metro at the Bastille station in a mad state, his being
taken to the depot hospital and to Sainte-Ann, and then being sent to
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